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Author's Notes: 

Ok So | saw the self insertion challenge. And because I've never done this before, I'm not sure if | did it right 
so please let me know and I'll get it sorted as.ap. 

Hope you like it! 

Written for the Self Insertion Challenge 201b 

She has no clue where she is. Other than that it was once possibly a kitchen. Which now may or may not 
double as a training ground for Navy Seals. 

Its an absolute shithole. There is no other way to describe it. And boy, does it reek! 

Eau de piss is the underlying, all pervasive scent, topped off with notes of rotting food and a dash of puke, 


with a pinch of sweat thrown in for good measure. She sincerely hopes that no one actually lives in this dive. 
Then she wonders how she came to be here. The last thing she remembers is the wine and taking.. Oh fuck 


nol! There's someone here! And they're coming in! 


"HIDE!" her mind screams. "WHERE?" she whispers back desperately. And then the matter is taken out of her 


hands because there's a man standing in front of her, regarding her curiously. 


"Hil" he says brightly, seemingly not at all perturbed by the fact that there's a total stranger standing in what 


she supposes must be his kitchen. "Who are you with, then?" he asks. 
Startled, she looks around, just in case they're not alone and then stutters, *Nnn.no...no one. H's just me” 
"Oh. im Steven," he says, extending a hand and she stares dumbly at him. Because it IS Steven 

Steven fucking Adler. In the flesh. 

"Hts youl" she breathes. "It's really youl" 

Steven retracts his hand and scratches at his head, 


"Ummm, yes. | know it's me. And this would be the part where you tell me who YOU are," he says, cocking his 
head to one side expectantly. 


The woman darts forward, pinches his forearm and then retreats. 


"Ow! What the fuck was that for?" Steven fucking Adler in the flesh asks, rubbing at his arm and sounding a 
little annoyed. 


"| needed to see if you were real. And you arel" she replies, still staring at him dumbly. 
Steven is slightly alarmed. This woman seems a little off kilter, even by his standards. And he still doesn't know 
her name. He opens his mouth to ask her again but now she's staring at the doorway, mouth open wide and a 


look of total disbelief on her face. He turns his head to see Slash and Axl standing behind him. And then the 


woman screams. Loudly. 


"OH GOD! OH MY GOD! OH MY DEAR GODI! IT'S SLAXLII!" she squeals orgasmically, jumping up and down with her 
arms flailing, eyes alight with what appears to be absolute joy. 


"Great. Now she's speaking in tongues," thinks Steven, while Slash and Axl stare at both of them. 
"You're my third favourite pairing! After Sluff. And Duzzy, of course. They're my number one! Where are 
they, by the way?" the crazy woman babbles. "Can | touch your hair? Can |? Please? Please say yes!" she 


begs, looking at Slash, who shrugs nonchalantly and nods. 


She launches herself forward and then stops dead, sniffing in disgust. 


"Uggh! Christ!" she says. "| was right. You do stink. Think I'll hold off on the hair touching for a while. Unless 
you want to take a shower now? Maybe using industrial strength bleach?" she asks hopefully. 


Slash is quite insulted. It's one thing for his friends to tell him he's an unwashed pig but complete strangers 


really should have a little more decorum. 
Meanwhile, Axl has pulled Steven aside. 


"What have | told you about bringing fucked up bitches back to the house, Adler? Get fucking rid of her 


immediately," he snarls and now its the "fucked up bitch" who is insulted. 
"I am not fucked up," she says prissily, "and Steven did not bring me here.’ 
She glares at Axl, who glares back. 


"Perhaps you'd like to tell us who you are then? And what the fuck you're doing here?" he says, folding his 


arm across his chest in a defiant gesture. 


She giggles. "How very Axl of you," she says and Slash turns a laugh into a choked snort when Axl shifts the 


glare of doom towards him. 

"My name is St." The stranger stops and narrows her eyes, deep in thought for a moment. 

"For now, you can call me Polly. Which is not a nickname from my school days. And wasn't bestowed upon me 
by the greatest bitch that ever lived. Who continues living, in spite of my best efforts," she says darkly and 
Axl decides there and then that he should maybe stand behind Slash. Just in case. 


"OK. Polly it is then," drawls Slash, staring in confusion at Axl as he sidles behind him. "We still don't know why 
you're here though." 


"Honestly, neither do |," Polly says, sounding slightly apologetic. "The last thing | remember is having a glass of 
wine, taking my painkillers, and then climbing into bed with my tablet." 


"Wine and painkillers. With tablets," Slash says. "Not a great idea, darlin’, if | do say so myself” 

"That's rich coming from you, Mr. ‘I've done just about everything’," she huffs accusingly. "That's right. | read 
your book. Several times. How you're still alive is beyond me. And anyway it was only one teeny, tiny glass of 
wine.” 


They all stare at her. 


Polly sighs and throws her hands in the air. 


"All right. | confess. It was two glasses. Big glasses. Only it wasn't. It was the whole fucking bottle. And yes, the 
doctor did say not to consume alcohol with these particular painkillers but then they always say that. | think 
its part of the Hippocratic oath or something. And not tablets plural. My tablet. It's a sort of small computer 


type thing." 

They're still staring. 

Polly feels a little uncomfortable. Maybe she shouldn't have had that wine after all 
"Slash wrote a book?" Steven says incredulously. "Like, when, dude?" 

"I didn't," Slash answers. "Stop encouraging her." 


"Would you like some tea?" Axl offers in a kindly voice. He's sure they have Xanax somewhere in the house. 


Maybe they can lace this lunatic's drink with it and then dump her somewhere far, far, far away. 


"Do you actually have any tea?" Polly enquires and Axl shakes his head. "Moot point then," she says and sits on 
the only seat in the kitchen. 


"So, where are they?" she questions, crossing her legs and placing her hands on her knees. 
"Where's who?" asks Axl. 
"The men in white coats," Slash whispers out of the side of his mouth and Axl sniggers in spite of himself. 


"DUH! Duff and Izzy of course, you pair of twits," Polly replies, rolling her eyes. "You're rapidly falling out of 


favour here, guys." 


"They're probably still in bed. Its only 215 in the afternoon,’ Steven tells her, having checked his watch to be 


sure. 


Polly shoots off the seat and starts squealing again. And then seems to have trouble breathing. Her face gets 
very red and she starts fanning herself with both hands. 


“They're here? In bed? TOGETHER?! Oh my sainted aunt! | think | just fucking died and went to heaven! | need to 
see this. With my own eyes!! Where's the bedroom? WHERE?" she yells frantically and grabs Steven, shaking 
him back and forth like a rag doll. 


"LISTEN, YOU PSYCHOTIC BITCHII" Axl shouts. "I don't know what the fuck is wrong with you but if you don't 


leave right now, l'm calling the cops!" 


Polly laughs hysterically. 


"Go right ahead!" she tells him. "They'll have a field day searching this hellhole and finding all your stashes!" and 


Axl finds himself close to tears. 
"She's right, you know," Slash says calmly and then turns to look at Polly. 


"Hey, if we take you upstairs and let you have a look to satisfy your curiosity, will you promise to fuck off 


and never come back?" he asks and Polly nods, solemnly crossing her heart. 
"Ok then," Slash says. "Come on. But | don't know what it is you're expecting to see" 

With that, all four troop upstairs, Polly's breathing getting more and more laboured with each step. 
"Sorry!" she whispers. "I'm just so fucking excited!" and the others sigh. 


They reach the top of the stairs and Slash heads for the second door on the right. He raps twice on it and 
then pushes down the handle. Polly rushes forward and is very disappointed to find the room empty. 


"Looks like Izzy's a dirty stopout again" Axl says with a laugh. “This is the room that he and | share," he 


explains to Polly who looks very downcast. 


"We'll try Duffs room next," Steven tells her and she brightens a little, grinning at him. She's kinda hot when 
she's not busy being a lunatic, he decides. 


They reach the last door on the left and Axl shoves it open 
"Wakey, wakey, Duffll" he says in a soft, sing song voice and then stops dead. And stares. 
The others crowd in the doorway. 


"OMFG!" whispers a wide eyed Polly breathlessly before she faints dead away. Thankfully right into a 


gobsmacked Slash's arms. 


For on the bed, wrapped completely around each other and in a position that is as far from friendly as it can 


possibly get, are Duff and Izzy. Naked. In the nip. With nothing on 
Axl looks at an unconscious Polly and then back at the bed. 


"Dear God" he thinks. "She's a fucking witch." 


